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mlght have clung on to my money Jf I had begn. But  had gor aw 1y st The pace was certaluly a hot one,
hunch or no hunch, Jew or no Jew, I began to get  for Clyde was making i and 1 could see his nuscles
stick on The Hebrew, and the moere [ thought the quivering as he settled down Into his well knowo
more <tuck I zot sirlde. If be kept it up there was simply nothing to
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AY! Do yvou know what you are? A plker!

Any guy that lets a sleeper like this one go

to the post with him only backing it to {he

tune of a two-spol ought to be ruled off the

truck for life by (he Jockey Club. And I'm
giving it to you stralght; why, this fs the eandy, the
real thing, none of your paper bag kind, but the best,
done up in gold string, and it's been dodging the sun-
shine for weeks. O, T know what I'mn talking about.
I'm not telling who gave it to me, but I've got It all
right and it's bound to g0 through. 'There's nothing
to it; she'll be under blaokets all (he way and stroll in

What's her price now? Fifteen to one! It's steals
ing the money—you ouzht to 20 to the vacation house
for taking it. But be a piker if it's in rour blood, only
don't come around and open your guns on me when
it's all over und the wise ones are cushing.

I knew a fellow once who had a nerye for you:
there wasn't an ounce of shy boy to him—he'd have
glven Pittsburg Phil a run for his coin if he'd have
stuck to the game, hut he ran up against a love affalr,
got stuck on a nice girl, and Love and the Girl made
the sort of a favorite that makes a show of the field
from start to finish. He's out West somewhere now
I believe, making money by the barrel—you couldn't
etop him

Following the horses? Naw! He don’'t have {o:

one plunge cured him. I'll tell you about it Oh,
there's plenty of time; they nin't welghiog in yet

It all come about llke this.—I was riding myself
when 1 first met him, riding for Taylor, the meanest
old spealk that ever owned a Glly, and things were
coming my way hot and heavy. ‘Twas just after my
bringing Sorrel Top in in the Brooklyn and my head
These jocks to-
day are all right, but we old boys could teach 'em a

was 0 big T couldn't see my fleet

trick or two If we had a mind. Every one was wise
in those days; that is, every one thought they was
wise, and It was (wlee as casy to string 'em once
you got 'em started. Taylor used to pull something
off every month, and they never tumbled to him until
be was a bloated bondbolder, and then lie told ‘em
to go to the devil. T could tell you some pretiy tales
about his stable that would make You open your
eyes, but that aln't the text to-day,

Well. as I was saying, it was just after the Brook-
Iyn that I met him. Burns was his name, Fletcher
Burns. Nice name, ain't it? And he was Just as
clean cut as his name: a quiet, tall, slender chap
with a palr of blue eyes that made you look twice
bhefore vou were sure they wasn't steel. 1 was roll-
ing around in champagne corks at the fime, trving to
Imugine that my father was a banker Instead of a
bum trainer. Some one Introduced him to me at the
hotel one night when I was up to my neck In flzz and
sparring for wind at that. T had never seen him
around the track; in fact, T don’t belleve he knew the
difference between the grand stand and the paddock
before he bumped into me. Well anyway, my tongue
was pretty loose, and we struck up a conversation
right away on the ponfes, and hefore T bad a chance
to pull myself up he had got my opinlons on half the
top-notchers runuing. He did It all so quiet llike; sald
he was a writer and wanted to do a race track story
I didn't think he waos pumplog me till be had me
dry—then T shut up, but it was too late, My head
was pretty big, anyway, and those champagne corks
hadn’t made It any smaller. So the result of the
whole thing was I gave him a hot tip for the next

day that had been under cover for a month,

Case of Cold Feet.

Now, I'm not much ¢f a gasser, even when I am
tanked with booze, but this fellow had me going. 1
was swerving all over the track, and if the thingz had
ever got out I should have found myself on the ground
for life as far as the Bastern clubs went. It was one
of Taylor's fancy stunts, and I blew the whole thing,
The minute I got It off my chest I zot cold feet apd
bezan Lo rubber for a stove, but he looked as uncon-
That
fetiled 1t though; I could see the whole thing golng

cerned as could be and changed the subjeer,

to smash, and once the tip got abroad the bookies
would bave us by the bit and the sleeper wonld wake
up with a bang. Tayglor would know who it came
from, for 1 was to ride and not another living soul
was in on the deal.

I never lost a Jag quicker than T ducked that one,
You can bet your life 1 was sober by the time 1 got
home.  Well, to make a long story short, Burns never
He just hustled out to the track the
next day all by his lobesowe and got down with three

months' salury.

opened his lip,

He aod Taylor were the only ones
that cashed, 1 guess, for old Taylor wouldn't have let
his starving motber o on the best thing ever, and I'm
blamed sure [ was a dumb one from that out.,

8o you sce I took a fancy to him right away, for
there Isn't one man In a thousand who's got sense
cuough to keep In the dark with a swell chance when
he's onto a sure thing and people are buying Informa-
tion, From that time on we were chums.

Yes, Ir was a funoy combination, for he was a
studious sort and I never opened a book in my life
unless I had to. and tben I generally shut it up with-
out getting a notlon of what was inside of It. But we
sluck together like glue, and ran double as thongh we
had been matched for Jt.

He wrote his book nod I was a real bero fn it
DUIn’t you ever read it? Say! Where do you come
“rom, unyway? Well, it wasn't long after that that

wwoke with Taylor,

wence aod honesty to me, aud one day I refused to

Burns had been talking con- -
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1 Saw a Flash of Green. Again He Was by Me with the Hebrew, Whirling

pull old Flirt, who went to the post heavily backed
by the public, and won by half a length, downing
Lwo of the richest bookmakers that ever tried to fix
a race. That settled me with Taylor, but I wasn't
sorry, for If 1 had stuck to himm I would have gono
under sooncr or laler. But Burns and | between us
wanaged to rake in a neat little sum and bank ft.
Mine would never have seen the safe jolnt if it
hadn’t been for him, but he had me so I was fast
becoming a miser when the break came, and—I be-
gan to go to the devll

Of course it was a girl. Did you ever see a couple
of pals break harness that a petticoat didn’t do it?
Rivals?—naw! You never saw a stake horse running
with a selling plater, did you? Then don't ask fool
questions

I wasn't In his closs when It came to women. Tho

only kind 1 could ever Jolly or make any kind of a
bit with generally had palnt on their cheeks and a

wet appetite.

ut she was a beaut, one of your real hluebloods,
with educated ways and blg brown eyes that made
you Kind of homesick for a warm summer day In the
conntry I conldn’t blame hin a bit for falling for
her; she was all to the mustard, and had the rest of
her class under the whip to keep her in sight. That
wias the worst of it—I knew 1 was losing him, and
yet T conldn't plck a flaw In her

He began to fizht shy of the track, and It got <o
that I only saw him ahout once a week, when he'y)
run out of a Saturday. bul then he wouldn't make a
bet once in a dog's age

T was wise to the girl’s trying to reform hlm (as
though a fellow like him needed reforming). but some
people have funny ldeas on gumbling and you and 1
look pretty wicked to 'em, I guess.

The Inside Tip.

One Saturday mworning he pulled me out of bed
about elght o'clock, and I could see at ance by the look
on his face that something unusual was up. He wis
quiet as a wouse (he never was anyvthing else) but
there was a couple of llnes about hls mouth that I
bad never seen before, and they gave me a start. ITe
told me the whole story while 1 was dressing, It
seems the girl had sald she would marry hin, but he
had promised her never (o lay another bet as long as
he lived after the nest day, 1 didn't apen my yap,
though you can bet your sweet life I did some fall
thinking, but after all he was too good a sort to spend
his life with the horses. and I had known it all along:
the idea badn't tickled me, but 1 had 1t all right

I'let bim go on to the end without s word—to tell
the truth, I tried to say something once, but my throat
gol kind of dry all of a sudden and I only choked. [
can hear him now

“As it stands, Charley, 1 have about five thousand
dollars In the bank, thanks to Your tips and friend-
ship, for I can't say that my lterary work has panned
out very well financially—and what's that to marry
on? Why, nothing, when you're going to get the denp-
est little girl that God ever breathed the breath of life
into!"

Them was his very words, 1 remembered them, for
I thought I might fall in love myself gome day and
they might come in bandy

“She’s had everything «hie wanted from the time of
her birth,” says be, “and It ain't right for me to marry
her and pull her down fnto any vale of economy.” He
was a bit of a poet, was Burns! “It ain't right, Char-
ley, and I aln't going to do It. That's whby I've come

to talk things over with you.” He settled back In the

chair and looked at we with a touch of the old steely
2lint In his eves.

After Clyde

I dido’t Enow what he was driving at, =0 what could
Nothing!

him to go on.

I say? I just looked wise and waited for

“To«day,” says he, finally, “to-day something has
ot to be done.™
“Im—in the betting Hoe?" savs |

“Exactly,” says he, and he sut bolt upright. *“To-
day we have got to plunge.”

“Not with part of your five thousand!" says 1

‘With all of it!” says he, and I
down on the bed

“Then what about getting warried If you lose?

gave a gasp and sat

e began to look too desperate to suit me.

“I shan't get rmarried vet awhile, that's all, and
I'm not going to get mareied on a paltry five thou-
sand anyway, whether I break it or no——so no more
of that I may be a bliomed coward! 1vs he, “and
It Is hard to walt, bt 1'm not going (o bring ber in to
ghare mmy unceriainty I's elther a case of win or
lose, and as the matter stands now I have already
I'L‘v'«v‘

He fell silent for a moment, and [ just sat and
stared at him as though I had lost my wits
“Nell, of all

girls in the world, forced to endure poverty, per

*Think of 1t!" says he, after a bit

haps—far a little money soon melts away—hrought
into touch with the squalld, hard slde of lfe, and
all throngh me.” He got up and began to pace the
fHoor. “Thank God I'm not that kind of a man!”
And that was the end of It; he never mentioned her
name again until the thing was all over. [For the
last time we {wo put our hends together over the
horses that morning The ficlds were larger than
usual for the day and there were seven events—ane
on the turf. five on the flat and one steeplechase
“What do you think?” says he, as I chucked the
entry sheet away and moved over to the window.

Looking 'Em Over.
“Not a damned thing!" “It's the worst day
of the meet ™

“All the more reason, my dear boy,” says he, “that

says

we should pick carerully and not throw the entries
away before we have looked themn well over.”

Oh, you couldn’t put him off once he had made up
his mind. and I knew by the way he picked up the
sheet that he had done it for fair this time, so I came
back and glanced over his shoulder

I was down for two mounts myself, bot they would
be *“also rans” before they got the flag, and I knew
it. It hurt we to think that so far as my riding went
1 couldn’t help him. My eye went down the sheer, |
Jumped the maiden race, cul the steeplechase, and
only came to a halt at the fourth, Here Terrible stood
out as far and away the class, but he was =ure Lo he n
hot favorite, and It wiag easy guessing that he would
be odds on, Up and down my eve went, back and
forth—I must have looked those blamed entries over
twenty times before 8 nume struck me, and then all
Al once a tip of the night before popped into my mind,

At the time I hadn’t been able to see It; in fact, |
gave the whole thing the ha-ha when !t came to my
vars, but some way that morning it didn't look so
wild

The race was for a wile, and there were twelve
starters. Clyde would be a favorite; the public would
certainly pick him after his fine showlng in the handj-
cap, and the hookmakers would round Flora G, and
Lomplighter into being the contenders; that left nine
to swallow the dust and limp n behind, but the mora
I looked and the more I thought the less 1 cared ror
Clyde. He was a big, beavy stallion, and I was in-
clined to believe that the handicap bad hurt eather
than lmproved him. o Le sure, the teld he had to
beat was only a falr one, but, call It a hunch or not g
You will, the only horse I conld see was T'he Hebrew:

Now, they say I look like a Jew. You notice It, do
you? Well, I'm not one, fhough I wish I was, for |

“Hebrow, Hebrew, Hebrow!™
It rang In my cars and I turned around half expeet-
Ing Burns to repeat it too

“Yon look excited,” he says “Have rou struck

somethlng 2"

At first T didn't know whether I'd give it to him or
not; If he should take it and lose, would I ever forgive
myself? And yet—it wasn't wholly a haneh, for The
IMebrew was the tip of the night before, the tip that
I hadn't been able to langh down o the man who gave
It to me

Well, the ups!

plunged on The Hebrew

the whole thing was that he

Three of his five thousand
he sent to the poolreoms and the other two we took to
the track I had clean forgotten my excitement of
the business, It wasn’t the money that hit me. it was
the Iden of the gaine and the plcture of that glrl with
(I could have

ber blg brown eves and sweel volee

wude poelry over her myself.)

The day was great, not a4 eloud—and the track was
You know what the Park track is when It's
good?  Well, this was better still, and T knew that
I nearly broke

perfect

Clyde wonld bave preferred it heavy.
my neck going to the post with my first monnt and
the starter cursed me from where he stood to Christ-
mas, bt he might just as well have been in Chleagh
for all T heard him. You couldn't have chopped The
Hebrew ont of my head with an axe.

I was making long guesses as to his opening price
when the wire went up and T got away last. But
never mind, I was on a dead one anyway.

In a Hurry.

I was cooling off in the jockey room when I heard
Say! I
nearly eame a cropper over a chafe when he read
“The Hebrew, 30 to 1!

Youngz Miles reading the list in the bunkers

I jumped into my colors and
flew down Into the paddock. 1 had fust four mioutes
before weighing in and the place was Jammed, so |
1 had ahout one
chance In a thousand of finding Burns, but 1 knew he

had to pick my way fool hy foot.

would gome arcund to post me as soon as he could,
The band was playiog "way up In the big stand; it's
funny, but I've never forgotten that tune, and 'l bet
I have hummed it over a milliou times sinee.

It goes like this * o e Yon know it, do you?

Well, to get back to my story. I was on the point of
Ziving bim up and gerting over to my mount when
he hove in sight. Cool as a cucumber, he Just gave
e a nod as much as to say, “Ir's all down,” and
The last I saw of bim be
was lighting a clgarette and holding (he watelh foc
the wan next o bim to get a light. And I'll bet his
hand never trembled! Talk about nerve! Al the cash
he had in the world, the chance of marrying the girl
be loved, staked on a 30 to 1 shot that would never
have gone to the post at #uch a price If one of the
bookmakers had dreamed that It bad half a chance to
win.

A mlnute later we were all filing out before the
staud, nud what a hand they gave Clyde  He certaln-
Iy looked Ot and Frost, who had the leg up, was the
one boy who knew how to ride him. I cawe dragging
along fourth, three behind on Regent, a passable pag
in his day, but an out and out “bas-been.” The
Hebrew was on my flunk, and [ confess I did not like
his appearsuce. NSo far as 1 could determine he was
upt to come up short, for he was in a lnther from end
to end, and Hill, who had the mount, was 18 nervous
as a colt. 1 would have given a good sized purse to
have changed with him, but—I1 might not have doue
any better.

There wust bave been fifteen thousand people out
that day, aud all I saw as we swept back to the start
Ing post was a confused mwass of color hedging In a
sca of faces as white as a buuch of ghosts, 1 thought
we would never get away, and as luck would bave it
my wount wade all the trouble. He secwed to have
recovered bis lost youth, for le eavorted in and out
llke a yearling. At laxi, however, I got his head

moved over to the fence.

siralght and we were off,
1 lost sight of The Hebrew In the mix-up that fole
Joywed, thongh something seemed to tell me that he

I, for no horse 40 Ameriea bad a surer elip, and Prost
wis holding him well in hand as he =wung out of the
chute

The dnst was blinding
hoofs behind me, zrowing leader every moment, and

there was a thunder of

I fonnd myself running second at the quarcter, a clean
length between Clyde and The Regent. ''ne distance
wis narrowing gradually with every plunge. It could
not be possibie that The Regent wis buaek an his old
form once more I had never for a sccond lookee
upen him as a dangervous factor, and vet here he was
showing lhig heels to the field and closing in on the
favorite!

I glanced back over my shoulder—they were all run
ning wide—and I canght a flecting gllmpse of T
green Jacket away back in the rear, doing hls best t
keep The Hebrew frem belng hopelessiy pocketed
There was nothing for me to do hut fignt It ont, and |
suddenly oceurred to me that if T could only pusl
Clyde a little havder T mizht weaken him for the fina
drive.  No sooner thonght than done. for The Regent
wis fighting for his head, and as soon as I gave it e
him he made a desperate challenge for the lead

By a Nose

I was now a bare niu:n'l--r length away, and T sas
Frost turn o swift look in mwy directlon and then set
The fence leapt by
and inech by inch I erept in on the leader. In vain di¢
the valiant Clyde knuckle down to his task, for The
Rezent had found himself and If T conld only manaze
ta hold him to It for another farlong it would bhe neck

tle forward to Increase the pace

and neck.

The three-quarter post went by like an exproess
train, and 1 was leaning so far forward that 1 had ne
difficulty In hearing Clyde’s labored breathing as he
teiedd In vain to stall me off.
came, his flanks covered with foam, and still The Re
gent clung to his side and crawled up until his nose
was even with Frost's saddle. It was terrible, and )
knew It couldn’t Iasl, and yet we swung into the
stretel neck to neck.

I"ar ahead 1 could hear the muted roar of the grand
stand as they jumped to thelr feet and howled for th
favorite. It seemed like a thunderstorm dropping
down on a city. Onpece more I ventured a glance over
my shoulder—we were in a cloud of dust and It nearly
blinded me, but there at my back 1 did get a sonateh
of green hlurring before my eves, and I knew that
LU was dolug his best and that The Mebrew was
running a safe third.

Deeper and deeper 11

It was hard to bhelieve
a seasoned jockey like him would get n tonch of the
nerves, but he had ‘em all right. for his whip came
out, and he let Clyde have it—once, twice, thrice—
and no sconer had he felt the last than he swerved,
stung o madoess by the taunt when it was plain 1o
see thar be was doing hls best-——swerved eclear neross
the track. I bad te pull up to one side in the twinkling
of an eye or we would have collided; as 1t wuas, Frosi
wias nearly unseated, and I bad o nurvow sgueak for
it, but It was HIN's chance, and be ook i,

I saw a flash of green again and he was by e with
The Hebrew whirling after Clyde, his cars forward
his heels clickiug liKe clockwork, We acere up to the
stand, and every other sound was drowned o Lhe mad
cheers that closed in on us. I was too late to look
up. but I knew from the muttered roor all around me
that the finlsh was golug to be close. and [ only shut
wy eyes and prayed that The Hebrew would do it

I'm not rellgious—you don’t get much chance to ba
In this game—but, you know, I had n sort of vision
of a brown eyed girl, and—weli, the praver just cawme
putural lke, that's all

It was all over in a second. but the only thing 1
conld bave known abouf the finlsh was that The Regent
had run a dnmned fine race and come in an easy third
if & sudden groan from the stand hadn't old we that
the favorite bad been beaten. That groan beat all the
music 1 ever heard, and I bave heard some blamed
gomd tunes In my day.

Did The Hebrew win? Sure! By & nose! Cowe upre
It's too late (o raise your bet—they're at the pog
Plker!

Frost was losing hiz hesd.




